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Lars shrieked, as Kirk's piercing voice hit his innocent brain without warring. He sat on the couch and watched 
soccer on TV, dressed in an old bathrobe and old fluffy socks to keep his feet warm, and in one hand he held a 


can of his favorite strong Darish beer. 

He had felt relaxed. 

Until this very moment. 

Now, he stared up at Kirk the vampire, who was dressed in a flawless evening suit and a black vampire's cape 


with burgundy red lining. Kirk seemed to burst from energy - as usual - and gave Lars a bright smile, 
showing up his nice litte fangs. 


"Ready? Ready for what?" Lars indignantly asked. 
"To go out, of course." 


Kirk gave his mortal lover another smile while he was busy to rearrange several strands of his beautiful curly 


long hair to make it look best. 


"What? To go out?" Lars was stunned. "NOW? Just look at the clock! H's near midnight! And you want to go 
out, right in the middle of the night? | can't believe it." 


Kirk the vampire shrugged, then he shook his head. He looked a little annoyed, now, and eyed Lars up and down, 


furrowing his brows. 


"For first, you look like a tramp, as usual. Where is the new bathrobe from silk what | have bought you for 
Christmas seven weeks ago? For second, there is no need for me to have a look at the clock. l'm a vampire!" 
he told Lars in arrogant tone. "A vampire! | can feel the waves of time INSIDE my whole body .. The very 
same echo of the universe's Big Bang, what has created the time dimension, is inside me. It's awesome! Totally 
awesome! And said time dimension is vibrating all along my brain's and nerve's fibers, up and down, in and out, 
on and off, and on again .. Awesome! ..Its in me because | am a vampire! Of noble blood, | want to add, because 
| am the beloved son of the Master of all vampires, Count Dracula, who is of extremely noble blood, and, who 
is, besides, my beloved father, if | might have failed to mention yet, and because of these facts | am a 
vampire of noble blood, too, and such noble vampire's blood usually comes with multiple fantastical immortal 


abilities, and this means .. this means .." 
Kirk stopped, confused by his own monologue. He had talked himself down. Not a rare situation. 


"Well, what did | want to say? .. Ah, yes! | wanted to tell you that I'm ready to go out, and that I'm waiting for 
you to go out with me, while you are still wearing these awful lumps of a bathrobe and these, uh .. socks, and 


| am so annoyed by your bad manrers .." 


"But its not as it looks like!" Lars desperately - but quickly - threw in. "My feet hurt and are as cold as ice, 
so | must wear these socks .. | just have waited for you to come in, and to stroke and massage my feet .. You 


ALWAYS massage my feet when they feel like this ..." 


In the blink of an eye, Kirk the vampire threw off his cape and was on his knees, got the fluffy socks off Lars’ 


feet and kissed every foot for multiple times. Then he looked up into Lars‘ green eyes. 


"Oh, Larsie, baby! Why haven't you told me earlier? Your poor feet! Of course, you'll get your massage. As 
long as you want .. Oh, your poor feet! 


